A     L OND ON     YEAR

His hand lies on the table ; she places hers over it,
and they look out across the shadow-barred grass
powdered with white daisies, through die trees where
the smooth waters of the Serpentine lie like a silver
lake. So they sit in a spell tiU he looks at his watch.
The world is calling him ! This must end ! They
rise up and walk very close together over the dappled
morning grass.

As you go through the Park the children are com-
ing out with their nursemaids, and you think that no
matter how many people in London began the day
badly, two at least had started well under the wide-
flung shade of an enormous beech tree which has
probably grown old to whispers. . . .

c Do you love me ? 9

'You know I do.3

e Well, say it!'

The beech tree must have heard a deal of saying.

134